go                       William Blake

And I made a rural pen,

And I stain'd the water clear.

And I wrote my happy songs
Every child may joy to hear.

Hohenlinden
THOMAS  CAMPBELL
ON Linden, when the sun was low.
All bloodless lay th' untrodden snow.
And dark as winter was the flow
Of Iser, rolling rapidly:
But Linden saw another sight,
When the drum beat at dead of night,
Commanding fires of death to light
The darkness of her scenery.
By torch and trumpet fast array'd,
Each horseman drew his battle-blade,
And furious every charger neigh'd
To join the dreadful revelry.
Then shook the hills with thunder riven.
Then rush'd the steed to battle driven,
And louder than the bolts of heaven,
Far flash'd the red artillery.
But redder yet that light shall glow
On Linden's hills of stained snow,
And bloodier yet the torrent flow
Of Iser, rolling rapidly.